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the walls wearing magnificent garments and hung with jewels, the wealth and importance of the family being largely judged by the lavish display of them. How so many useless mouths could be fed on the slender incomes of the Turkish officials used to puzzle me. Nor had they themselves solved the problem, for one Turkish acquaintance told me with a smile, " Madame, at the end of the year a Turkish gentleman's budget very often shows a deficit like that of his Government. But what does it matter! "
The expression of an intense longing for freedom perpetually recurs in the conversation of a Turkish woman. Sadie, one of the most attractive and most rebellious of my young friends, used to tell me of the petty restraints of her life. Even the shape and thickness of the garments worn in the street were governed by direct decree from the Sultanate. Turkish women might not use fur or any other trimming on their street clothes. They were not allowed to go out without a companion or attendant slaves, and unless a carriage and a.'kavass (an armed manservant) fetched them, they had to be home by sundown. Theatres and all public places of entertainment were forbidden them, and on returning home they had to suffer the ignominy of having a full account of their doings rendered to the pasha by the kavass. Their letters were examined by the pasha before they received them; and they were never free from the prying eyes of slaves.
One can imagine the effect on the nerves of sensitive women of such constant restraint. But although so "cribbed, cabin'd and confin'd," Turkish girls were sometimes very gay and full of fun. I remember once sitting with a number of them in the dusk ofCONSTANTINOPLE                  133
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